THE SCHOUDLER FAMILY

ing their offers across the red balustrade, across the "brokers' grave/*
QOW strewn with cigarette-butts, into the well, into oblivion . .. There
were no more takers.

Noel Schoudler had never imagined that they would fall so low., that
he would be obliged to fight his way up from such a depth, if indeed
he could fight his way up. He returned to the circular balustrade, and
with two fingers made a sign to Alberic Canet that meant: "Go ahead!"
He knew that from now on he had but a thin chance of success.

"Til take at 1270... How many?... Til take! I'll take! I'll take!"
It was Alberic's dry voice. In a few seconds he had bought eight thous-
and at 1270 francs.

The Chairman of the Bourse Committee, an elderly man with a rosy
face and exquisitely curled white hair, took Alberic Canet gently by
the sleeve and led him a little aside.

"You know, my dear friend, that the whole Committee is jointly
and separately liable," he said in a low voice. " I am therefore asking
you very confidentially whether you are covered. Because if you are
not, I fear I shall be compelled..."

"I have realized twenty-five millions of my private fortune so as to
be completely secure," replied Alberic Canet in the same low voice.

"Oh, in that case.. ."

Loyalty, devotion, and motives of sentiment are not common among
members of the Bourse. The Chairman shook his head with an ex-
pression of admiring incomprehension in face of this almost unexampled
act. "Unless of course he's being incredibly clever ..." he seemed to
be thinking.

Noel Schoudler had watched the conversation and had guessed its
meaning.

" If Alberic fails me...", he thought. And at that moment he
thought of his son and added silently, speaking to that still near spirit:
"My boy, my boy, help me now!"

The broker was white-faced when he returned to the velvet balus-
trade.

It was barely half-past one when the first newsboys of UEcho du
Matin reached the great staircase, their shirts unbuttoned, the peaks of
their caps broken, their arms blackened with fresh printers' ink.

"Special edition! Riots in Bombay! Two hundred dead! Special
edition!" At the bottom of the front page, surrounded by a thick black
rule, was a photograph of Frangois Schoudler together with an article
in italics. ''A tragic accident yesterday evening resulted in the death
of ..."

The official version, authenticated by Professor Lartois, "a member
of the Academie Frangaise, who was at once called in" established
that the unfortunate young man had been mortally wounded while
cleaning a firearm. Every effort to save his life had been vain. There
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